Illinois State University

ISU ReD: Research and eData
School of Music Programs

Music

11-11-1968

Faculty Recital:Donald Armstrong, Baritone
Donald Armstrong Baritone
Illinois State University

Follow this and additional works at: https://ir.library.illinoisstate.edu/somp
Part of the Music Performance Commons

Recommended Citation
Armstrong, Donald Baritone, "Faculty Recital:Donald Armstrong, Baritone" (1968). School of Music
Programs. 3494.
https://ir.library.illinoisstate.edu/somp/3494

This Concert Program is brought to you for free and open access by the Music at ISU ReD: Research and eData. It
has been accepted for inclusion in School of Music Programs by an authorized administrator of ISU ReD: Research
and eData. For more information, please contact ISUReD@ilstu.edu.

ILUNOIS

STATE

UNIVERSITY

DEPARTMENT OF MUSIC

PRESENTS A
FACULTY

RECITAL

DONA LO ARMSTRONG,
DON

PETERSON,

BA.RITONE

ACCOMPANIST

===============

MONDAY, NOVEMBER 11, 1968
CENTENNIAL LECTURE HALL
8:15 P.M.

PROGRAM

BEIDEN GRENADIER, OP. 49, NO. 1 (1845)

ROBERT SCHUMANN

Toward France went two Grenadi ers who had been prisoners in Russia;
And as they came to their German camp, they hung their heads in sorrow.
There they heard the sad news that France was lost,
Besieged a nd beaten was the brave army, and the Emperor captured.
Then the Grenadiers wept together at this terrible news.
The first said "How pained I am, how my old wounds burn."
The other said "All is lost, and I wish to die with you,
But I have a wife and child at home who would perish without me."
''What do I care for wife and child - I have greater desires;
Let them beg if they get hungry - my Emperor is captured!

My Cross of Honor on its red ribbon lay upon my heart;
Put my musket in my hand, and buckle my sword to me.
Thus I will lie and listen quietly, like a sentry, in my grave,
Until one day I hear cannons roar and the sound of trotting horses.
Then my Emperor will ride over my grave; many swords will clash and glitter;
Then I will rise, armed, from my grave to protect the Emperor!"

BOGEN UNO PFEIL SINO GUT FUR DEN FEIND, OP. 33, NO. 2 (1865)
JOHANNES BRAHMS

Ho! Bow and arrow are good for the fiend;
Forever helpless, the wretch weeps!

UMBERTO GIORDANO

Enemy of the state?! It's an old fable which fortunately
Still satisfies the thirst of the people.
Born at Constantinople? A foreigner!
Studied at Saint-Syr? A Soldier!
A traitor! An accomplice of Dumouriez !
And a poet? Subverter of hearts and habits!

I, a son of the Liberation, one of the first,
I heard her cry through the world,
And I have united my cry with hers.
Have I then lost faith in the dreamed of destiny?
How my path radiated with glory!
To awaken the conscience in the hearts of the people!
To gather the tears of the vanquished and the suffering!
To make a Pantheon of the world!
To change men into Gods,
And in one kiss and embrace to love all people!

INTERMISSION

The fortune of the noble flourishes only where the sun shines
And the rocks are steep; yet luck is his friend!

[TA TIVE AND ARIAS FROM DON CAR LO (1867)

RECITATIVE AND AR IA FROM ANDREA CHENIER (1896)

Once upon a time I used to enjoy to walk amongst hate and vengeance,
Pure, innocent, and strong! I believed myself a giant!
I'm always a servant! I have only changed masters!
A servant obedient to a violent passion!
Ah, still worse! I kill and tremble, and while I kill, I cry.

Grant me, brother, one favor: if I die now,
Take my body with you to France and bury me in French earth.

UN!

Oh Carlo, listen; your mother waits at San Giusto tomorrow.
She knows all of --Ah! the earth reels --- my Carlo, give me your hand.
I die, but with gladness in my heart for I se rved the cause,
To be free from Spain. Ah, do not forget me!
Ah, save Flanders --- Carlo, farewell.

G!USEPPI VERDI

It is I, Carlo. You are leaving this horrible place.
I am always glad to embrace and hold you. I have saved you!
And I have come to say goodbye to you. Oh, my Carlo!
For me this is the ultimate day; no more will I see you again,
And I will be united with God in heaven as a reward of his grace.
I gaze in your eyes sadly; why do you weep thus?
No, take heart! The final departing is gladdened si nce I die for you.
Now listen, the time speeds!
The tremendous thunder of his revolt must be on me.
You are not the rival of the king.
The fiery rebel of Flande r s is myself.
The record you made of my power is the full testimony of the rebellion.
A price has been placed upon my head.
No, you must preserve all Flanders, preserve all our grand work.
It is your duty to bring it to an end, and
Another golden age will rise at your command.
You will be crowned, and I will have died for you!

SOLDIER SONGS (1952)
1. Lord, I Have Seen Too Much (Karl Shapiro)
2. Suicide in Trenches (Siegfried Sassoon)
3. The Dying Airman (Anonymous)
4. My Sweet Old Etcetera (e. e. cummings)
5. The Dying Soldier (Isaac Rosenberg)
6. Fife Tune (John Manifold)
7. Futility (Wilfred Owen)
8. The Leveller (Robert Graves)
9. Shiloh (Herman Melville)
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